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Subject:     "Spring  Pishes,  Cool  and  Colorful,"    Approved  "by  Bureau  of  Home 
Economics,  U.  S.  D.  A. 

Leaflets  available:  "Ice  Creams  Frozen  Without  Stirring,"  and  "Eggs  at  Any 
Meal." 


The  other  day  I  was  looking  through  a  magazine,  half-heartedly,  when  I 
turned  to  a  page  that  impressed  me.    A  page  of  cool,  colorful,  spring  dishes. 

"And  there  we  are  again,"  I  read,  "got  to  eat,  have  to  cook,  must  turn  up  at 
the  same  old  meal- times,  and  wish    we  could  drop  the  whole  thing  and  live 
on  herbs  by  the  side  of  a  brook.'" 

I  looked  around,  almost  embarrassed  —  for  those  were  the  very  thoughts  I 
had  been  thinking,  when  I  sat  down  to  read.    "Got  to  eat,  have  to  cook,  must 
turn  up  at  the  same  old  meal-times,  and  wish  we  could  drop  the  whole  thing 
and  live  on  herbs  by  the  side  of  a  brook.'" 

Well,  well  J    It's  a  comfort,  sometimes,  to  find  there's  someone  else  who 
turns  rebellious,  in  the  spring  time.    I  read  on: 

"Yet  let  us  take  heart  and  see  what  can  be  done  about  it,  if  anything.  Life 
must  go  on,-,  even  if  the  golf  links  and  thetrout  streams  and  the  motor  make 
us  forget  just  why. 

"If  the  rebellion  doesn't  extend  too  far,  we  shall  fare  into  the  kitchen, 
and  summer  may  do  her  worst.     We  needn't  stay  there  so  very  long;  after  all, 
the  out-doors  of  our  dreams  won't  spoil  while  we  do  our  bit  to  make  the  hot 
days  and  the  necessary  meals  a  little  lighter  in  aspect  to  those  who  gather 
around  our  table...  If  we  can  and  do  cut  out  the  pie  and  pudding,  with  the 
exception  of  the  berry  things  which  are  due  later,  think  of  the  grand  vege- 
table, fruit,  and  salady  things  that  come  to  mind  along  with  the  dandelions 
in  the  grass,  and  the  forsythia  by  the  garden  wall. 

"And  speaking  of  dandelions,  (as  who  should  not?)  make  the  best  of  the  dear 
despised  weeds,  and  cook  them  up  as  greens,  using  a  good  sharp  vinegar  to 
serve  on  them,  and  know  that  few  growing  things  taste  so  good  at  just  the 
psychological  moment  when  dandelions  are  prodigal  gold  in  the  grass  on  every 
hillside  and  by  every  lane.    And  on  everybody's  lawn,  too,  if  I  may  say  so. 
Dandelions  will  make  an  ingratiating  salad,  done  with  vinaigrette  or  a  very 
sharp  French  dressing.     So,  as  Memorial  Day  comes  around,  and  the  friendly 
lilac  and  syringa  are  in  bloom,  change  the  whole  salad  picture  for  once  in 
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a,  life,  and  serve  dandelion  salad." 

Well,  I  read  that  far  —  and  cheered  up  a  hit,    Life  seemed  a  little  "bright- 
er, on  account  of  the  dandelion  salad  —  I  hadn't  thought  about  having  a 
dandelion  salad. 

The  next  paragraph  that  attracted  my  attention  was  this: 

"Fruit  seems  to  catch  the  eye  these  days,  or  rather  on  days  like  these. 
There's  a  difference.    Fruit  has,  like  love,  no  season.    It  is  at  perfection 
fresh  or  canned,  twelve  months  in  the  year  .  .  .    One  thing  we  have  always 
with  us.    That  is  the  fruit  cup.    There  are  fruit  cups  and  fruit  cups  —  not 
al  1  al  ike ..." 

Having  read  this  far,  I  cheered  up  a  hit  more.    After  all,  there's  nothing 
more  refreshing  than  a  cold  mixture  of  fresh  fruits,  and  in  the  spring  we 
can  have  fruifetcups  of  fresh  strawberries,  fresh  pineapple,  and  so  on. 

What  next?    I  read  further: 

"There  are  thousands,  although  I  never  counted  them  —  still  I  believe  there 
are  thousands  of  jellied  salads  and  jellied  desserts,  jellied  chicken  and 
jellied  fish,  ham  and  tongue  and  almost  any  combination  of  the  lot.  But 
this  is  summer,  or  almost.    Already  the  ice  sounds  musically  in  the  glass, 
the  frozen  dishes  are  in  the  mind.    The  new  leaves  are  learning  their  sym- 
phonies from  the  winds  of  summer,  and  the  little  new  birds  are  trying  their 
wings  against  a  migratory  flight." 

"What  hoi"  I  though  to  myself.    "I  do  wish  this  magazine  writer  would  stick 
to  dandelion  salads  and  fruit  cups,  and  leave  out  the  leaves  and  summer  wind 
and  little  new  birds.     She  ought  to  concentrate  on  summer  foods  —  not  go 
wandering  off  this  way,  and  get  rny  mind  away  from  work." 

The  last  three  paragraphs  were  better  —  one  suggestion  was  hard— cooked  eggs 
cut  in  two,  and  stuffed  with  savory  stuffing.    Some  way,  hard-cooked  eggs 
alwaysrcainind  me  of  picnics.     Shall  I  have  a  picnic  program  some  time  soon? 
A  new-fashioned  picnic  —  not  one  of  the  old-fashioned  kind,  which  meant 
lots  of  work  for  everybody  —  no  indeed,  I'm  in  favor  of  picnics,  but  I 
like  simple  picnics. 

Well,  to  return  to  this  magazine  article  —  I'm  going  to  read  you  the  last 
two  paragraphs: 

"Cold  custards  are  refreshing.    Make  a  soft  or  boiled  eustard  —  it  may  be 
chocolate,  flavored  with  caramel,  or  vanilla  and  almond.    Chill  it  and 
serve  in  glasses,  on  fruit  or  on  jellies.    Gives  a  variety  from  cream  and  is 
so  cool  and  delicate  it  is  al*ays  welcome. 

"Heigh-hol     It  is  getting  hot.    But  it's  a  nice  season.     Summer  is  a-coming 
in.     In  fact,  she  is  here.    And  we  are  real  glad  to  see  her." 
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That's  all  of  the  article,  about  cool,  colorful  apring  dishes.    Lots  of  i 
ideas,  in  the  magazines. 

And  the  food  pictures  in  the  advertising  sections  —  how  intriguing  they 
are!     I  wonder  if  you  saw  a  certain  page  of  salad  pictures,  ijj  a,  certain 
magazine.     I  could  almost  taste  the  first  one^^a  dainty  combination  of 
sliced  tomatoes  on  watercress,  served  with  a/ French  Dressing  —  all  on 
a  cool  green  glass  salad  plate. 

I  suppose  I  ought  to  mention  a  few  leaflets  today,  in  connection  with  this 
radio  talk  —  the  most  appropriate  ones  are  " Ice  Creams  Made  Without 
Stirring,"  and  "Eggs  at  Any  Meal."    The  ice-cream  leaflet  is  full  of  nice 
cool  suggestions  for  summer  meals.     The  egg  leaflet  will  bring  you  some 
good  salad  dressings,  and  custard  recipes. 

Those  questions  —  oh,  those  questions.'    I  promised  to  answer  them  today. 
Well,  they  must  wait,  till  Thursday  perhaps,  or  Friday. 

I  read  a  poem  the  other  day,  called  "Early  Morning."     It  "began  like  this: 

"The  open  window  lets  the  summcir  in. 

The  garden  sends  its  sweetness  on  the  air 
To  lure  me  from  my  work.  .  ." 

I  don't  remember  the  in-between  liness,  but  the  conclusion  was  something 
like  this: 

"I  must  not  listen  to  the  summer  now 

Eor  night  will  come  before  my  work  is  done. 
The  summer  time  breeds  vagabonds  < —  no  doubt 
It  would  be  wise  to  lock  the  simmer  out." 

And  that's  all,  for  today.    How  I  must  recover  from  this  vagabond  mood, 
and  prepare  a  good  practical  talk  for  tomorrow,  and  see  what  the  Menu 
Specialist  has  planned  for  dinner. 

Tomorrow^    "Good  Health  of  all  Kinds  for  Our  Children." 
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